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F Rc:n off a hill whofe concaue wombe reworded, 

A plaintfuli (lory from a fi firing vale 
My fpirrits t’attend this doble vOyce accorded. 

And downe I hid to lift the fad tun’d tale, 

Ere long efpied a fickle maid full pale 
Tearing of papers breaking rings a twaine, 

Stormingher world witfiforrowes, wind and rainci, 

Vpon her head a plattid hiue offtraw,. 

Which fortified her vifage from the Sunne,. 

Whereon the thought might thinke/bmetime it /aw 
The carkas of a beauty /pent and donne. 

Time had not ftthed all that youth begun. 

Nor youth all quit, but fpightofheauensfell rage, 

Some beauty peept,through.lettiee of fear’d age. 

Oft did /he heaue her Napkin to her eyne. 

Which on it had conceited eharedters: 
laundting the filken figures in the brine. 

That fca/bned woe had pelleted in teares. 

And often reading what contents it bcaresr ; 

As often /linking vndiftingui/ht wo, 

In clamours of all fize both high and low. 

Some-times herleueld eydS their carriage ride. 

As they did battry to the fpheres intend: 

Sometime diuerted their poore balls arO tide. 

To th’orbed earth ;fometimes they do extend. 

Their view right on, anon their ga/es lend, 
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To euery place at once and no where fixr, 

The mind and fight diftra&edly commxit. 

Her haire nor loo/c nor ti’d in formall plat; 

Proclaimd in her acarclcffe hand of pride; ^ 

For fome vntuck’d defeended her Iheu’d hat. 

Hanging her pale and pined cheeke befide. 

Some in her threeden fillet ftill did bide, 

And trew to bondage would not breaks from thence. 
Though Hackly braided in loofe negligence, 

A thoufand fauours from a maund /lie drew. 

Of amber chriftall and of bedded let, 

Which one by one /he in a riuer threw, 

Vpon whofe weeping margent fhc was let. 

Like v/ery applying wet to wet , 

Or Monarches hands that lets not bounty fall. 

Where want cries lbme;but where excc/Te begs all. 

Offolded fchedulls had /he many a one. 

Which /he peruf d,fighd,tore and gaue the flud, 

Oackt many a ring of Polled gold and bone. 

Bidding them find their Sepulchers in mud. 

Found yet mo letters fadly pend in blood. 

With Added filke,featc and affcfledly 
Enfwath’d and fcald to curious fecrecy. 

Thefc often bath’d /he in her fluxiue tier, 

And often kift,andoften gauc to teare. 

Cried O fal/c blood thou regifter of lies. 

What vnapproued witnes dooft thou beare! 

Inkc would haue feem'd more blackeand damned heart! 
This faid in top of rage the lines /he rents. 

Big difeontentj/b breaking their contents. 
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